142        THE THINGS WE ARE

" For good. It came over me. A now or
never feeling/'

If only Bettington would go on asking
questions they would come to it in the end.
But Bettington did not. He wanted to ask,
but he shied away.

" It's the very best thing you could have
done. YouVe got some money of your own,
haven't you ? "

Boston was ashamed. " Two hundred a
year/'

"Just right. Not too much, and not
too little/1 Bettington turned aside from
that path also. " I hope you won't mind.
I've asked Felicia to come here. We'd more
or less arranged to go away together."

"Mind! Look here, Bett, . . /' He was
on the point of crying out that Bettington
had got everything wrong, that it was he
who had done the good turns, not Boston,
that it was not for him but for Boston to
ask whether he minded; and then it all
seemed intolerably clumsy. " There's noth-
ing I'd like better," he said, dumbly imploring
him not to be grateful. To prevent it, he
hurried on: "I've never had the chance
of knowing her* It was hopeless in London.
What the devil was the good of imposing